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Being nere fo little rrgd another way. 

To pluck him headlong from the vfurped throrte. 

The loue of wicked men conuerts to fearc, 

Thatfcarc to hate,and hate turnes one ot both 
To worthy daunger and deferued death. 

My guilt be on m^head.and there an end: 

Take leaue and part,for you mult part forthwith. 

King Doubly diuorft,(badde men)you violate 
A twofold marriage.betwixtmy Crowne and me. 

And then betwixt me and rhy maried wife. 

Let mevnkifle the oath betwixt thee and mee: 

And yet not fo,for with a kifte tvvas made. 

Partvs Northumberland,! towards the north. 

Where fiiiuering cold and ficknefte pines the clime: 

My wife to France, from whence fet foorth in pompe. 

She came adorned hither like fwcete May, 

Scntbacke like Hollowmas.orlhortft of day. 
gueene And mud we be dmidedfmuft we "part?. 

King I hand from hand (my loue) and heart from btarf. 
gueene Banifh vs both.and fend the king with mee. 
King That were fomc loue, but little polltcie, 
gueene Then whither he goes, thither let me go; 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 
Weepefor me in France, I for thee heere, 

Better fir off then neerebc nere theneere. 

Go count thy way with fighes,I mine with groarcer. 
Jgueene So loogeft way (hall haue the longeff moanej, 
King Twifc for oneftepilc groane.the way being ihorf. 
And peece the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come come in wooing forow lets be briefe, 

Since wedding it, there is fuchfcngth in griefe, 

One kifle fhall ftoppe our mouthes,and doubly part, 
Thusgiue I mine,and thusrakc I thy heart: 

Sctteenc Giue me mine owne againe.twerc no goodpM 
To take on me to keepe,and kiil thy heart: 

So now I hauc mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I may flriue to kill it with a groaue, 

King We make vvoc wanton with this fond delay, 


Kiit£ Richard the fecond . 

Oncemoreadcw,the reft let forrow fiy. ,„ v „ 

Du. My Lord you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breakethe ftory 
Of our two Coofins comming into London. 

Yorke. Where did 1 leaue? 

Du. At that fad ftop my Lord, 

Where rude tnifgouerncd hands from windowes tops, 
Threw duft and rubbifh on King Richards head. 

Yorke Then (as I fiyd)th e Duke great Bullingbrookc, 
Mounted vpon a hotte and fierie fteede, ' 

Which his alpiring rider feemde to know. 

With flow, but ftatcly pace kept on his courfe, 

Whileail tongues cride,God faue the Bullingbtooke, 

You would haue thought the verie windowes fpaker 
So many greedie Iookes of yong and old, 

Through cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage,and that al the wals 
With painted imagery had fayd at once, 
lefupreferue the welcome Bullingbrooke, 

Whilfi he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-hcadedjlowcr then his proude fteedcs neck? 

Befpake them thus, I thanke'you countrymen.* 

And thus (fill doing, thus he paftt along. 

"Du. Alacke poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? 
Yorke As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

Afterawel graced Adlor lea lies the ftage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Euen fo.or with much more contempt mens eyes 

Did fcoule on gentle Richard.no man cried, God fiuc him. 

No ioyful tongue gaue him his welcome hottoe^ 

But duff was throwne vpon his facred head, 

Which with fitch gentle forrow hefhooke off. 

His face ftil combating with teares and fmiles, 
i he badges of his griefe and patience, . 

That had not God for feme ftrong purpofe fteeld 
ie hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted* 

And iiirbanfinc it lelfe haue piteied him, 
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